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4 Groupie,  Encre  de  Chine 

Groupie 


Please  don't  write  any 

songs  about  me 
our  affair  isn't  ready 

to  be  copyrighted 
we  ought  to  get  together 

and  work  on  the  lyrics 
maybe  toss  in  a few  chord  changes 

Please  don' t play  any 

songs  for  me 
don't  throw  off  my  timing 

by  dropping  lines 
give  me  a chance  to  practice 

this  new  arrangement 
that  refers  to  us 

in  the  present  tense 

Please  don' t sing  any 

songs  to  me 
don' t employ  poetic  license 

or  change  my  name 
I'd  rather  tap  my  foot 

to  someone  else's  story 
vodka  and  jealousy 

coursing  through  my  veins 


Doughboy"  Michael  J.  Burrel 


Encre  de  Chine 

Someday,  life  may  begin — 
Exploding,  budding  vibrance  of  spring, 
In  human  form 


just  keep  on  working  me 

into  the  patter 


don't  ever  stop 

playing  our  song... 


-Leslie  Lee 


"A  valuable  friend  is  one  who’ll  tell  you 
what  you  should  be  told,  even  if  it  offends 
you." 

-Frank  A.  Clark 


Purpose  will  shed  regret, 

And  the  past,  with  its  comic  defeats, 
Erased  with  one  pure  warmth 

Now — but  for  right  now,  we  sit  and  stare, 
Or  drive  full  throttle 
Into  oblivion,  at  the  speed  of  derision 

Hoping  that  a reason 
Will  interrupt  this  destructive  dance, 
And  straighten  crumpled  visions 

With  harsh  realisation  comes  sadness — 
Never  understanding  why 
Acceptance  is  given  or  withheld 

With  harsh  realisation  comes  sadness — 
At  finally  conceding 
Happiness  depends  on  someone  else. 


-Ian  Sherer 


Drum  Talk  5 


Drum  Talk 

On  Dakota  reservation  in  awe  of  strange  land  formations 
we  stop  at  store  to  even  stranger  glances 
playing  bongos  to  the  passing  sky 
Car  of  young  Native  American  men  giving  life  to  dust  clouds 

Eyes  mistrustful  and  wary 

Drums  boom  "I  am  the  liberator  of  spirit,  through  me 
brethren  and  I in  the  name  of  our  father.  Holy  Music,  shall  we 
change  the  face  of  creation." 

The  tanned  boys  on  the  verge  of  manhood 
weigh  the  answer  with  the  music  they  hear 
The  silence  of  dust  settles  to  the  ground 
With  a flash  light  returning  to  their  eyes 
with  a sign  of  peace  they  leave 
us  dancing  clouds  of  brown  dust  mirroring  creations  start 
and  the  vision  of  rolling  hill  freedom  wandering 
Following  star  and  sun  looking  for  food  or  vision 
in  the  name  of  the  one  music  which  is 
whispered  by  the  river  of  waves  unseen 
And  a three-legged  dog  tells  us 
no  matter  the  difficulties  or  tribulations 
we  shall  overcome  and  walk  the  road  again 
Cactus  holding  precious  fluid  of  life  deep  within 
throughout  the  fruitless  months  of  dry  bone 
cracked  earth  sun  glare 

-Joshua  Williams 


"American  Dream"  Chirstopher  Hield 


6 For  One  Moment  I Stopped  Everything  I Was  Doing 


For  One  Moment  I Stopped  Everything  I Was  Doing, 

Waited  for  the  sound  to  come,  and  then  it  sang  to  me. 

A sweet  tune  from  varnished  horns  glared  at  me, 
singing  sweet,  lovely  notes  made  of  glass  and  pearls. 

I stopped  and  listened,  the  hand  came  down, 
whisked  me  away  to  the  furthest  ends  of  the  sky. 

I let  it  guide  me  to  fields  of  fast  paced  slow-moving  persons, 
just  like  me,  in  long  white  gowns. 

Skimmering  with  a touch  of  gold  and  blue, 

I sit  down  and  listen  to  the  voices  around  me, 
telling  me  of  my  new  life. 

I fly  with  the  others,  wings  made  of  steel  and  feathers, 
we  fly  from  dusk  to  dawn,  in  the  light  and  the  darkness. 

I fly  over  my  house,  watch  my  children  grow, 
and  I watch  my  family  decay  in  sorrow. 

I sit  by  my  husband's  side,  my  arm  around  his 
shoulder  and  my  fingers  go  through  him  like  thin  air. 

I now  realize  I am  gone. 

He,  they,  them,  all  know  I am  there,  in  the  abusive 
times  and  times  of  prosperity. 

I will  sit  on  my  cloud  in  the  sky, 
watch  them  grow  and  move  on, 
never  forgetting  me  or  me  forgetting  them. 

Place  virgin  roses  by  my  grave, 
let  the  tears  fall  as  they  will, 

and  my  arms  will  be  around  you,  hugging  you  once  again. 
Tears  will  fall  down  my  cheeks, 
and  no  one  is  here  to  wipe  them. 

Our  tears  will  all  fall  together  in  a giant  puddle  of  sorrow, 
and  our  eyes  will  meet  once  again. 

-Brian  Waddington 


"We  shall  see  who  emerges  from  the  labyrinth:  the  minotaur  or  the  man." 

-Daniel  Berrigan 


“Skin  Field-Day” 


Carbonic  branches,  onyx  chiseled  sky- 
industrial  Winter  controls  my  thought 
But  I’d  be  torpid  ice  in  deep  July, 

And  still  be  seeking  what  I’ve  never  sought. 

A crippled  dance  I took  with  pretty  pain, 
Mocking  logic,  I tried  another  turn 
And  found  my  efforts  paid  for  with  disdain, 
With  passion’s  arsonist  playing  while  I burned. 
My  open  scars  cannot  be  felt  or  seen, 

But  dwell  as  acrid  haze  within  my  head 
Substance  once  gentle  is  shattered  and  mean 
Where  once  was  feeling  now  dwells  molten  lead 
Lavishing  love  on  unreceptive  minds, 

Will  turn  the  eyes  of  joy  profoundly  blind 

-Ian  Sherer- 


Christopher  Hield 


8 lust  a Joke 


It’s  the  confusion  that  makes  me  laugh  sometimes, 
like  I’m  the  only  one  who  doesn’t  understand  what’s 

going  on. 

I’m  not  sure  where  I’m  supposed  to  be  now,  or  tomorrow, 

or  even  next  week. 

I know,  I know,  it’s  all  fate,  or  is  it  destiny? 

I’m  sure  I’m  not  the  only  one,  though. 

We  sometimes  are  all  confused,  not  necessarily  at  the 

same  time. 

I’m  sure  there  is  an  instance  in  time  where  we  all  wear  a 

black  shroud 

over  our  faces,  where  we’re  blind  for  days  upon  days. 

A place  in  time  when  we  are  weak,  meek  particles  in 

some  kind 
of  form  or  another. 

It  happens  to  the  best  of  us  at  a point, 
where  we  wander  without  road  maps, 
and  we  are  lost  in  all  the  wrong  directions. 

I’ve  traveled  for  days  and  have  been  lost  for  years,  so  it 

seems. 

It’s  all  sort  of  humorous  if  you  think  about  it. 

Lost,  without  a clue:  Next  stop  for  help,  35  years  down 

the  road. 

Well,  maybe  not  that  long,  but  it  sure  seems  that  way. 
Life  is  just  one  separate  journey  after  another, 
one  foot  in  front  of  the  other. 

Give  me  another  21  years, 
and  maybe  111  figure  out  where  to  go. 

Another  2 1 years, 
and  111  probably  die  laughing. 

"Just  a joke" 

-Brian  Waddington 


Katey  Konvitts 


"Death  destroys  a man:  the  idea  of  Death 
saves  him." 

-E.M.  Forster 


StixJheNight  9 


Stay  the  Night 

The  gentle  touch  of  your  hand 
against  my  face 
Our  fingers  intertwine 
as  if  we  never  want  to  let  go 
Just  let  me  lay  here  a little  longer 
The  warmth  of  your  body 
is  all  I have 
I slowly  go  to  sleep 
and  as  I wake 

I feel  your  sweet  Ups  against  mine 
You  whisper  in  my  ear 
that  you  never  want  me  to  leave 
and  in  a whisper  I reply 
I don’t  want  to  either 

-April  Priban 


Kaytey  Korwitts 


10  Marbles,  Beauty 


Marbles 

BEAUTY 

Have  you  ever  seen  an  elephant 
floating, 
silently, 
in  the  sky? 

Have  you  ever  heard 
the  sweet  cool  whisper, 
of  angels  floating  by? 

And  if  you’ve  ever  felt 
the  warmth  or  the  sun’s  sweet  heart 
you  know  you're  in  love, 
with  nature  itself. 

When  you  walk  along  the  sand, 
that  settles  in  your  feet 
just  think, 

its  nature  that  made  it  so  complete. 

The  smile  of  the  sun  will  never  be  the  same, 
the  whispers  of  the  wind, 
knocking  against  the  window  pane. 

How  can  you  feel  down  or  gloomy 
while  smelling  the  fresh  air, 
or  watching  elephants, 
floating  through  the  air! 

-Wendy  Fox 


"The  young  man  who  has  not  wept  is  a 
savage,  and  the  old  man  who  will  not 
laugh  is  a fool." 

-George  Santayana 


I sat  with  my  marbles 
I had  quite  a few 
Once  I had  more 
But  some  were  lost 
I gave  them  identities 
Heartful  Red,  Silly  Green,  Darkness, 
And  many  other  names 
I hardly  took  them  out 
For  fear  I might  lose  them 
So  I hid  them  away 
And  never  showed  them  off 

-Blanca  Delgado 


One  Sea-Monkey  Two  Sugars  11 

One  Sea-Monkey,  Two  Sugars 

My  next  door  neighbor  is  a sea-monkey.  The  only  reason  I knew  this  was  because  his 
mute  son  came  over  one  day  with  a sign  around  his  neck  that  said,  “Can  I please  borrow  your 
lawn  mower?”  I thought  it  was  some  silly  joke,  so  I told  him  to  get  his  dad.  He  came  back  a 
little  bit  later,  holding  a small  plastic  aquarium-type  thing.  I told  him  before  to  bring  over  his 
dad,  not  some  little  plastic  aquairum.  He  pointed  at  the  aquarium.  I moved  in  closer  and 
examined  it  a bit  better.  Inside  was  a lone,  swimming  sea-monkey.  I was  puzzled.  I had  no 
clue  what  to  do,  so  I just  stared  at  it.  And  all  of  a sudden,  a tiny,  munchkin-like  voice  said, 

“Can  my  son  please  borrow  your  lawn  mower,  sir?  He  needs  to  cut  our  lawn.  It’s  very  bushy 
right  now.”  I was,  as  I’m  sure  you  could  guess,  completely  amazed  at  such  a thing.  I couldn’t 
figure  out  where  the  voice  came  from  exactly,  so  I examined  the  aquarium  even  closer.  On 
the  sides  were  two  little  speakers.  The  munchkin  voice  spoke  again,  “Sir,  please  don’t  stare  at 
me.  I’m  a paranoiac,  as  my  son  could  tell  you.”  I looked  up  at  the  son,  expecting  him  to 
magically  speak.  He  didn’t  though,  but  hung  around  his  neck  was  a brand  new  sign  that  said, 

“My  dad  is  paranoid.”  I shook  my  head  in  understanding  before  going  into  the  garage  for  the 
lawn  mower.  The  mute-boy  followed  me,  nodding  and  smiling  like  a madman.  I wheeled  the 
lawn  mower  over  to  him.  He  suddenly  started  fumbling  with  the  lawn  mower  and  the 
aquarium,  trying  desperately  to  manipulate  them  both.  I went  to  help  him,  but  the  aquarium 
slipped  out  of  his  (and  my)  hands,  crashing  upon  the  driveway,  spilling  his  dad  onto  the 
concrete.  The  mute-boy  held  his  hands  to  his  face,  resembling  the  painting  by  that  famous 
Scandinavian  painter.  The  sign  around  his  neck  said,  “Pick  up  my  dad,  sir!  Put  him  in  water 
so  he  won’t  die!”  I carefully  picked  up  his  dad  with  the  tweezers  in  my  swiss  army  knife, 
being  cautious  not  to  squash  him.  I then  held  my  other  hand  underneath  the  tweezers  in  case 
I accidentally  let  go  of  him,  then  ran  through  the  front  door  of  my  house.  I glanced  around, 
hoping  to  find  a glass  of  water.  A mug  of  coffee  appeared  in  the  corner  of  my  eye.  “How  can 
I live  with  myself,”  I thought  to  myself  as  I gently  plopped  his  little  sea-monkey  father  into  it. 

The  mute-boy  shook  my  hand  wildly  and  graciously.  Now,  whenever  he  comes  over  to  bor- 
row the  lawn  mower,  I don’t  even  bother  asking  him  to  bring  his  dad  over.  I just  let  him  have 
it. 

-Curt  Clendenin 


"My  Planet"  Vimii  Craven 


12 


Sarah  Bambacht 


Love 


Love,  Magician  13 


She  chooses  to  lay  there, 

Her  face  in  the  couch  cushions. 

Not  looking  up 
For  fear  of  crying 
His  head  is  on  her  shoulder, 
crying  into  her  shirt. 

She  doesn't  want  to  lose  him, 
but  she  knows  one  day  he  will  leave, 
at  her  weakest  moment, 

Her  most  vulnerable  time. 

She  chooses  to  beat  him  to  it. 

But,  no  matter  how  hard  she  tried, 

She  cannot  get  together  the  energy  to  walk  to  that  door, 
and  out  of  his  life. 

To  give  him  back  his  peace  and  sanity  she  feels  she  took. 
She  tried  earlier, 

But  she  felt  the  pain  in  her  heart. 

He  doesn’t  want  to  lose  her, 

She  knows  this, 

But  she  wants  so  much  to  believe  him, 

But  this  is  the  day  she  messed  up  her  life  one  year  ago, 
That  memory  glares  in  her  mind. 

And  she  doesn’t  want  a repeat  of  that. 

She  feels  things  that  she  had  never  felt  before, 

Emotions  stronger  than  before, 
but  she  gets  scared 
and  plans  her  escape. 

What  she  runs  from? 

Damn  if  she  know. 

She  wants  to  just  hold  him. 

And  not  discuss  what  runs  through  her  mind. 

But  she  feels  that  would  be  weak, 

To  admit  she  needs  someone. 

She  sits  there  and  thinks 
as  he  cries, 

I am  in  love. 

That  is  why  I am  so  scared. 

I have  never  felt  this  before,  I will  never  feel  this  again. 
But  she  does  not  know  whether  to  stay  or  leave. 


“Magician” 

You  performed  over  me 
like  a magic  trick 
until  I felt  that  I might 
disappear,  unexplained 

Skeptical,  I waited  for  you 
to  pull  something 
out  of 
your  hat 

Even  though  I wish  I knew 
if  you  were  hiding  up  your  sleeve 
some  ace,  capable  of  dispelling 
my  illusions 

I want  this  performance 
to  be  a long  one 
holding  me  so  rapt 
that  Houdini  himself 
wouldn’t  dare 
set  me  free... 

-Leslie  Lee 


-Jennifer  Hrncirik 


"A  false  enchantment  can  all  too 
easily  last  a lifetime." 

-W.H.  Auden 


14  Reincarnate,  Acid  Coke  and  Mushroom  Soup 


Shroom  me 
to  doom  me. 

Acid  me  to  placid  me, 
Grass  me 
to  harass  me, 
Drink  me 
to  sink  me, 

Shoot  up  me 
to  pollute  me. 
Smoke  me  to  choke  me, 
Kill  me 
to  unthrill  me. 


"Acid  Coke  and 

Mushroom  Soup" 


-Brian  Waddington 


"I've  developed  a new  philosophy.... 
I only  dread  one  day  at  a time." 
-Charlie  Brown 


Reincarnate 

she  ripped  me  apart  when  I told  her  the  truth 
fled  to  a dead  house  down  the  avenue 
(the  place  for  chillun  and  babes) 

I followed  her  in  to  tell  her  the  truth 
but  die  SLAMMED  die  door  in  my  face 
opened  the  portal,  looked  up  to  the  ceiling 
clouds  and  stars 

decorated  the  chapel  ceiling 
the  foyer  was  dark  and  empty  cluttered  with 

old 

things 

nearly  archaic,  but  vintage  at  the  same  time 
the  stairs 

raced  up 
she 

(to  the  place  where  she  died) 

wards 

up 

rated 

spi 

crawling  towards  the  clouds  and  stars 
arms  of  babes  could  never  reach  them 
(years  of  the  younguns) 

Mien  she  reached  the  top  of  the  stairs 

she  tripped  on  the  rug  in  the  hallway 

memo(lustangerdeceitlies)ries 

tango  across  her  eyes 

she  tried  to  reach  for  the  stars  and  clouds 

but  her  arms  could  reach  no  higher 

I quickly  picked  up  her  carcass  (body?(soul?)) 

and  tried  to  stand  her  up 

but  she  resisted:Molested  aphrodite 

(like  die  night  she  died) 

and  threw  herself  to  the 


FLOOR 

body  of  deceased  egoism  broke  the  fall 

the  floor  is  no  dirtier  than  i,  she  thought 

that  night  is  the  night  i lost  Myself 

I knelt  by  her  side  and  stroked  her  hair 

I rested  a hand  on  her  shoulder 

you  told  me  the  truth,  she  said 

but  i didn’t  want  to  listen 

memories  chained  me  to  a love  condemned 

but  soon  i realized  that  you  weren’t  a memory 

that  you  were  real  and 

as  you  love  Me,  so  I place  trust  in  you 


Jeff  Nyman 
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"Existing"  Rita  Moon  Kain 
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"Medieval  Tower"  Sandra  Castellan 


17 


"Destiny*  Rita  Moon  Rain 


"Mystery  Stones"  Rita  Moon  Kain 


18 


Neil  Huffman 
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Lolita  Repellent 

Lolita,  my  Spanish  queen.  You  silly  maraca 
player.  You  daring  disciple  of  percussion.  You  beautiful 
crowd  manipulator.  You  fashion  statement-making 
pixie.  Lolita,  my  love,  why  did  you  run  so  far  away  from 
me?  My  person  contains  not  a single  flaw.  I am  the 
best.  My  eyes  reflect  the  majesty  of  a sunrise  in  the 
Colorado  Mountains.  When  I sleep,  I resemble  an  inno- 
cent child,  carefully  tucked  in  a crib,  free  of  every  care 
in  the  world,  bathed  in  nothing  but  beauty.  Lolita,  oh 
my  saucy  Spanish  little  butterfly,  why  would  you  leave 
such  a wonderful  demi -god?  Don’t  you  realize  yet, 
what  any  woman  in  her  right  mind  wouldn’t  give  to  be 
in  the  heels  you’re  wearing?  What  threatens  you?  My 
colorful  emotions?  My  perfect  teeth?  My  strategically 
plucked  eyebrows?  You  envy  my  attractive  disposition, 
don’t  you?  Admit  it.  Just  admit  it.  Life  will  be  much 
easier  without  that  burden  on  your  back.  I notice  it  in 
the  way  you  glare  at  me.  You  are  nothing  but  aston- 
ished by  me.  Oh  Lolita,  my  Spanish  dancer,  don’t  bother 
to  look  for  me  in  the  lost  and  found...I  won’t  be  there. 

-Curt  Clendenin 


■Jeannie  in  the  City*  AndyBeier 
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Shelter  For  the  Creatures 


-Chris  LaF ortune 


"A  restaurant  is  a fantasy  - a kind  of 
living  fantasy  in  which  diners  are  the 
most  important  members  of  the  cash" 
-Warner  Leroy 


"Metamorphosis  F Katrina  Zethmayr 


The  creatures  of  the  night  are  on  the  prowl, 

Hiding  in  the  shadowy  comers  no  one  will  venture  into. 

One  brightly  lit  comer  chases  away  the  shadows  and 
Stands  defiantly  in  the  face  of  cancerous  darkness. 

Here,  comfort  is  found 

In  a two-dollar  cup  of  coffee 

Or  a slice  of  cinnamon  apple  pie, 

And  Frank  is  downright  happy  to  serve  you. 

He  doesn’t  pass  judgment 
Even  if  he  knows  damn  well 
Those  two  over  there  are  married, 

But  not  to  each  other. 

Even  that  guy 

With  the  glint  of  madness  in  his  eye, 

Why,  Frank  can  give  a smile  warm  enough  to  melt  ice  cream 
To  even  him 

If  it  will  earn  an  extra  dollar  or  two. 

The  vile  creatures  of  the  night 
May  stay  out, 

But  the  lonely  ones 
Still  walk  in. 

No  problem  here. 

This  may  be  a shelter  of  sorts 
But  it  still  has  to  make  a profit. 


Phoenix 
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The  bird 

once  timid  and  serene, 
rose  up  from  the  ground 
like  a plant  through  the  soil 
or  a flower  breaking  bud. 

Upwards, 

to  the  warmth  of  the  sun, 
where  freedom  and  wisdom 
lay  in  wait 

to  caress  its  gossamer  wings 
with  knowledge  and  love. 

The  sun, 

looked  down  on  the  bird 

and  seeing  it  had  found  its  true  being 

smiled. 

For  the  bird  could  not  be  part  of  the  sun 
unless  they  melted  into  one  being. 

And  the  sun  opened  wide  its  arms  of  liquid  silver 
and  the  bird 

knowing  there  would  be  no  escape  once  inside 
flew  purposefully,  with  lightened  heart 
to  its  rightful  place, 
within  the  sun. 

-Yvonne  Thompson 


Kaytey  Korwitts 
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Colors 

There  wasn’t  much  to  that  room.  It  was  nothing  like  the  rest  of  the  house.  The  house  was  hers,  but  that  room 
was  his  and  his  alone.  No  one  was  allowed  there,  he  locked  it  twenty-four  hours  a day,  whether  he  was  inside  or  out. 
That  key  he  never  let  out  of  his  sight,  it  hung  both  day  and  night,  around  his  neck  by  a smooth  leather  cord. 

It  was  a small  room  with  four  white  walls  and  a ceiling  equally  as  white.  Two  windows  faced  the  south  and 
allowed  generous  amounts  of  light  to  flood  the  hideaway.  The  walls  were  bare  of  any  adornment,  and  the  only  furniture 
was  a medium  sized  cherry-wood  chest  in  the  corner  nearest  to  the  door  and  an  easel  with  a stool.  There  was  only  one 
thing  that  was  especially  odd,  the  floor  was  covered  with  sand,  a whole  foot  of  sand.  He  was  a beach  man,  and  each  time 
he  went  to  the  shore  he  would  take  a jar  of  sand  home  with  him.  He  had  white  sand,  yellow  sand,  and  black  sand,  fine 
grained  and  coarse.  Everyday  he  would  sit  down  for  an  hour  and  draw  images  in  the  sand  with  his  forefinger  before  he 
went  to  the  chest  and  pulled  it  over  to  the  easel.  Then  he  would  begin  to  paint 

He  would  sit  on  his  stool  and  stare  at  the  blank  east  wall  as  if  it  were  a movie  screen,  while  squeezing  sand 
through  his  bare  toes.  He  would  then  open  his  chest  and  start  mixing  colors.  He  never  got  them  wrong.  His  paintings 
were  always  of  the  sea  and  or  the  beach.  With  people,  without  people,  with  the  sun,  with  the  moon,  didn’t  matter.  But 
it  was  always  the  sea  and  or  the  beach  that  was  the  subject  He  turned  out  a painting  each  day  and  when  he  left  the  room 
he  always  removed  the  picture  and  put  it  next  to  the  front  door.  Once  a week  the  gallery  would  send  a truck  and  pick  up 
the  seven  paintings  and  dropped  off  a check  of  a reasonable  amount  But  the  painting  was  not  the  only  thing  that  left  the 
room.  As  he  ran  the  sand  through  his  long  fingers  he  would  pick  out  one  granule  of  sand  and  place  it  on  the  easel,  when 
he  finished  the  painting  the  granule  of  sand  went  into  a jar  just  outside  the  room.  When  the  jar  was  full  to  the  top  he 
would  return  the  sand  to  the  sea  and  never  touch  a paint  brush  again. 

His  wife  lived  a domestic  life.  In  the  morning  she  saw  her  children  off  to  school,  at  noon  she  watched  her  soaps, 
in  the  afternoon  the  children  came  back,  and  in  the  evening  she  made  dinner.  She  couldn’t  complain  about  her  life.  The 
paintings  her  husband  created  were  in  large  demand  and  the  money  was  always  rolling  in.  Her  husband  loved  her  and 
their  children  more  than  life  itself,  and  she  got  to  see  more  of  him  than  if  he  held  a nine  to  five  job.  But  that  room 
bothered  her.  When  they  moved  in  the  house  he  had  insisted  that  room  to  be  his.  She  had  no  qualms,  when  they  had 
looked  at  the  house  she  had  seen  nothing  special  in  that  room  and  it  was  the  only  thing  that  he  had  ever  wanted.  She  had 
no  idea  that  there  was  sand  on  the  floor  for  he  was  always  veiy  careful  not  to  let  any  stray  grain  fallout  of  that  room.  She 
had  no  idea  of  what  went  on  in  that  room  other  than  her  husband  went  in  it  and  returned  with  a finished  product  that  fed 
their  children.  And  she  knew  that  was  all  that  should  have  mattered,  but  it  wasn’t.  She  was  not  an  insecure  woman  but 
she  hated  the  feeling  of  being  locked  out  of  her  husband’s  life.  She  had  asked  him  several  times  why  he  locked  himself 
in  that  room  and  the  answer  was  always  that  he  worked  better  without  distractions.  Then  she  would  ask  him  why  he 
locked  the  door  when  he  wasn’t  in  there  and  as  the  pattern  went  he  would  reply  that  if  his  things  were  just  remotely  out 
of  place  or  just  sensing  another  person’s  lingering  presence  was  enough  of  a distraction. 

She  wasn’t  satisfied,  but  she  never  gave  up  and  once  a month  she  would  ask  her  two  questions,  and  once  a 
month  he  would  give  her  his  two  answers.  He  never  got  irritated  with  her  questions  because,  in  his  own  way,  he  knew 
how  she  felt  But  he  also  knew  that  he  would  never  fill  the  jar  outside  that  room’s  door. 

As  time  went  by  she  grew  to  accept  that  room  and  almost  forgot  it  But  one  day  she  past  it  doing  laundry  and  an 
insane  panic  swept  over  her.  Her  mind  began  to  buzz.  What  if  he  tripped  in  there  and  hit  his  head  and  became 
unconscious?  What  if  he  had  a heart  attack  or  a stroke?  What  if  ?’s  raged  her  brain  and  no  matter  what  she  knew  that 
she  would  not  be  able  to  be  the  father  of  her  children.  She  suddenly  had  a passion  to  rap  on  the  door  to  see  if  he  was 
indeed  still  breathing,  but  she  knew  better  than  that.  That  night,  while  he  slept,  she  took  an  imprint  of  that  key  that  laid 
heavily  on  his  chest  The  next  afternoon  she  went  to  a friend  and  had  a duplicate  made.  The  next  day  she  would  open 
that  door. 

She  stood  by  that  door  with  that  key  in  that  lock  and  as  she  was  about  to  turn  it  she  felt  guilty.  She  wondered  if 
ho:  CLiriEiywciridkifr therm  arm^.  But  die  hated  to  behg  M:cn  harhuria-rife  wanted  to  be 

in  his  whole  life,  not  just  part  of  it.  But  she  would  settle  for  just  knowing  it 
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She  turned  that  key,  that  lock  make  no  sound  as  the  tumblers  fell  into  place.  Silently,  she  opened  that  door  and 
peered  in.  His  back  was  to  her  and  though  he  make  no  motion  he  was  aware  of  her  presence.  His  eyes  stared  trance-like 
at  the  east  wall,  but  they  moved  rapidly  as  if  in  the  R.E.M.  stage  of  sleep.  She  shut  and  locked  that  door  behind  her  and 
all  was  silent  She  sat  down  Indian  style  in  white  sand.  This  would  be  the  first  and  last  time  she  would  see  her  husband 
work. 

No  time  had  passed  and  he  was  opening  his  chest.  He  began  to  mix  the  oils.  So  smooth  was  his  actions.  His 
hand  delicately  held  the  brush  as  he  pulled  the  colors  into  one  another.  She  watched  him  and  could  hear  his  rhythms  as 
his  hand  glided  back  and  forth,  back  and  forth,  back  and  forth.  She  began  to  rock  in  time  to  the  strokes,  she  could  feel 
the  tide  lapping  at  her  body  and  soul.  Each  color  he  blended,  blended  perfectly  with  the  first  try.  His  hand  swept  over  the 
canvas  and  with  each  sweep  more  of  a reality  come  to  life.  She  became  lost  in  his  work  and  before  she  knew  he  had 
turned  around  and  was  staring  right  at  her. 

His  eyes  had  the  blue  softness  of  the  sea.  His  face  was  washed  with  a calm  beyond  calm.  He  looked  right  at  her, 
and  she  knew  that  he  had  known  of  her  presence  the  entire  time.  He  rose  to  his  feet  and  walked  to  her.  He  grabbed  her 
wrists  softly  in  his  hands.  He  willed  her  to  a stand  and  she  did. . The  sand  that  she  had  unconsciously  been  squeezing 
sifted  through  her  fingers.  Their  eyes  never  left  the  other’s.  She  leaned  forward  and  kissed  him  hard  and  then  softly.  He 
wrapped  his  arms  around  her  and  they  fell  to  the  ground.  Over  and  over  they  made  love.  They  made  love  like  they  had 
never  made  love  before.  They  made  love  to  the  rhythms  to  the  crashing  waves.  They  made  love  under  a swaying  palm 
tree  and  the  sleeping  midnight  sky.  They  made  love  beside  a softly  trickling  waterfall.  They  made  love  to  the  natives. 
They  made  love  to  each  other.  They  made  love  on  the  sand. 

The  painting  was  placed  with  the  others  next  to  the  door.  The  couple  went  to  bed  and  nothing  was  said  about 
that  day  in  that  room. 

The  next  morning  she  awoke  before  the  rest  of  the  house,  as  usual.  And  she  went  downstairs  and  stared  at  the 
painting  form  the  day  before,  as  usual.  But  as  she  looked  she  found  something  unusual.  Her  face  was  a shadow 
reflected  in  the  sea  and  the  sand.  She  moved  the  painting  so  that  she  could  see  it  through  the  kitchen  door  way.  She 
made  her  coffee  and  sat  sipping  it,  never  taking  her  eyes  away  from  the  painting.  Her  husband  came  down,  still  wet  form 
his  shower.  He  poured  himself  a cup  of  coffee  and  sat  down  opposite  his  wife.  They  held  their  normal  breakfast  conver- 
sation, but  she  never  removed  her  eyes  from  the  haunting  painting  and  he  didn’t  seem  to  notice. 

After  he  finished  his  coffee  he  left,  and,  as  usual,  unlocked  that  door  and  then  locked  it  again  behind  him. 
About  five  minutes  later  the  painting  lost  its  intensity  and  she  left  to  do  her  laundry. 

She  was  walking  down  the  hall  with  a basket  of  colored  clothes  when  he  burst  forth  from  that  room,  his  eyes  gone 
wild.  That  door  left  open  wide,  her  basket  over  turned  on  the  ground. 

“It’s  no  use!”  He  cried.  His  hands  saying  everything.  “All  I see  is  that  room,  you  and  I laying  in  the  sand,  with 
your  face  in  that  painting  looking  straight  at  me.” 


By:  Stephanie  Rychlowski 


To  change  your  mind  and  to  follow  him  who  sets  you  right  is  to  be  nonetheless  the  free 

agent  that  you  were  before." 

-Marcus  Aurelius  A.D.  121-80 
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"(Please.  * 

That  was  all  I could  say... 

"Please.  ” 

There  she  was  the  woman  who  fit  every  aspect  of  the  blueprint  in  my  mind  and  ad  I could  say  was... 

"Please.  ’ 

■Now  my  whole  self  was  ablaze  in  thought,  in  suave,  flattering,  endearing  quips  and  comments,  6ut  my  command  voice 
quacfyd... 


"Please.  * 

Oh  how  pitiful  I must  of  Cooked  standing  there  leaning  against  her  car,  my  eyes  refusing  to  focus  on  anything,  examin- 
ing everything  around  us  as  if  ashamed  that  they  wished  to  gaze  upon  her  gentle  frame,  they  too  said... 

"Please.  * 

We  had  6een  taflfng  of  nothings  and  somethings,  6ut  I Ifiew  neither  as  I was  transfixed  6y  the  way  she  seemed  6oth  to 
Se  intrinsicady  connected  to  Seauty  of  the  Rf e around  us  and  that  she  seemed  to  transcend  it.  It  was  hers  and  she 
belonged  to  it.  The  air  we  6reathed  cried... 

"Please.  * 

Then  softly,  sweetly  her  hands  reached  out  with  calm  assurance  that  was  belied  by  the  anticipation  in  her  face.  And 
talfjng  my  dum6,  senseless  hands  into  her  own  she  forced  my  eyes  to  Coofat  her,  to  acknowledge  her.  Not  her  face  or 
her  hair  or  her  shape,  rather  the  -women  beneath  thepretense  of  the  body  audits  time-tied  identity.  When  this  woman 
Ijiew  that  she  was  seen  she  tightened  her  grip  and  loosened  her  tongue  andspofy... 

"Can you  love  me?” 

And  ad  I said  was... 

"Please. ' 


-Jeff Hitt 


That  One  Cold  Windy  Night 
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An  entrance, 

First  impression 
Seeing  your  face 
Those  eyes 
How  they  shine 
Then  that  full  smile... 
Ripefulfy  kissable 

Gathering  control 
Yet  losing  some  too 
Take  a seat 
Have  a smoke 
Or  2,  or  3,  or  4, 

Damn  nervous  habit 

Through  my  body 
Then  out  my  pores 
Seeing  doubts 
Blinding  hopes 
Feeling,  wanting, 
Craving... 

Only  one 
Just  a taste 
IH  say  please 

Finish  a drink 
You  get  another 
Calm  at  last 
But  then  you  look 
Into  my  look 
Saving  something 
No  words  heard 
You  sit 
I sat 

Everything  is  QUIET 
T.V.  took  control 

Alertness  screams 
Not  loud  enough 
You  got  up 
I never  noticed 
Good  plan 
I never  knew 
You  leaned 
I looked 

We  met What  a kiss. 


"Rainy  Night"  Sandra  Castellan 


-Kristin  Westergren 
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Life  and  How  to  live  It 

TO  LIVE  IS  TO  DIE,  IS  TO  DIE  IS  TO  LIVE. 

Did  Socrates  know  more  of  this  than  he  would  give? 

A simple  arrangement  of  verbs  and  nouns? 
Somewhere  encased  in  the  words  is  a meaning  more  profound. 
The  same  as  the  daystar  means  more  than  warmth  and  a tan. 
Did  Socrates  imply  that  we  are  more  than  simply  man? 

To  live  each  day  without  a thought 
as  to  how  our  time  is  spent  or  bought? 

Many  exist  in  each  moment  with  no  true  regard 
to  all  the  events  occurring  around  them  by  and  large. 

The  sun  does  rise  each  day  as  the  eternal  cycles  chum- 
witnessing  the  fire  but  never  noticing  how  less  it  does  bum. 
Each  day  brings  them  closer  to  their  earthly  demise. 

The  balance  will  only  fall  - never  rise. 

I banter  the  question  until  I can  cogitate  no  more. 

Is  my  mind  too  soft  to  enter  Socrates’  door? 

I think  what  he  meant  is  simple  to  overlook. 

As  misguiding,  perhaps  on  purpose,  as  the  cover  of  a book. 
The  title  states  one  thing  while  the  contents  are  quite  contrary. 
The  simplistic  truth  in  his  statement  is  almost  too  scary. 

It’s  arduous  to  find  the  perfect  anthology 
to  explain  the  meaning  of  his  great  apology. 

But  here  it  is  in  black  and  white 
and  I hope  my  explanation  is  somewhat  right. 

“TO  LIVE  IS  TO  DIE”,  I must  say 
was  meant  to  be  grasped  in  an  extraordinary  way. 
Socrates  introspection’s  were  so  different  from  the  rest 
but  the  Senate  decided  their  thoughts  were  the  best. 

He  lived  with  his  mind  opened  and  seldom  contained. 

A life  so  unique  as  to  be  deemed  that  of  insane. 

To  instill  in  the  people  their  notion  of  norm 
the  Senate  descended  upon  Socrates  ideas  like  a storm. 

A wrath  with  fury  that  would  not  lessen  or  end 
until  away  his  frivolous  thoughts  they  could  send. 

The  only  way  to  end  Socrates  malicious  lie 
was  to  kill  the  man  to  make  his  ideas  die. 

His  thinking  was  distinct,  so  strange  and  unique, 
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but  by  living  life  fully  he  died  at  his  peak. 

Things  aren’t  so  different  from  then  as  to  today. 

If  you  think  different- 

people  will  either  embrace  or  push  you  away. 

Believe  in  yourself  and  the  soul’s  internal  Power. 

Stand  for  your  thoughts  until  reached  is  the  final  hour. 

If  you  do  this,  to  yourself  you  will  give 
the  ability  to  breathe,  think  and  truly  live. 

That’s  all  I can  do  to  answer  the  first  part  please. 

It’s  not  easy  to  interpret  the  great  Socrates. 

Now  to  the  part  that  leaks  in  my  mind  like  a sieve. 

What  is  the  truth  in  “TO  DIE  IS  TO  LIVE”? 

Socrates  knew  the  truth,  not  shallow  but  deep. 

He  knew  that  his  soul  and  ideas  would  indefinitely  keep. 

The  Senate  so  puissant,  mighty  and  high, 
could  not  stomp  out  his  ideas  and  make  them  die. 

Socrates  ideas  withstood  the  anger  of  the  storm, 
and  by  his  death,  made  the  ideas  become  reborn. 

So  with  a hearty  hand  he  welcomed  death  at  it’s  best 
as  a well  deserved  vacation  - a chance  to  get  some  rest. 

The  jury  which  convicted  him  of  his  crimes 
certainly  didn’t  discern  the  reason  and  the  rhyme. 

Without  certain,  the  death  penalty  to  him  they  did  savor, 
but  in  Socrates  mind  they  were  possibly  doing  him  a favor 
He  knew  that  there  is  so  much  more  to  this  life, 
and  always  it  is  worthwhile  to  work  through  the  strife. 

Socrates  understood  life  wasn’t  as  easy  as  a fall  and  a slide, 
but  he  knew  the  resulting  prize  was  worth  the  rocky  ride. 

The  prize  was  security  in  knowing  nothing  at  all. 

What  we  see  with  sight  as  short  may  actually  be  tall. 

The  Senate  desired  Socrates  ideas  to  perish 
but  in  murdering  the  man,  the  ideas  became  cherished. 

So  just  like  a communication  in  a bottle  cast  out  to  sea, 
many  centuries  later,  Socrates  ideas  came  to  me. 

The  man  endured  and  beat  the  Senate,  the  lot. 

The  man,  the  ideas,  will  not  be  forgot. 

-Brian  Reedy 


"He  who  sees  what  is  now  has  seen  all  things,  whatsoever  comes  to  pass  from 
everlasting  and  whatsoever  shall  be  unto  everlasting  time." 

-Marcus  Aurelius  A.D.  121-80 


28  Ufha,  Pleasure  Passion  Pain 


Litha 

an  arch  of  deep  orange  and  crimson  slips  behind  the  landscap 
and  the  boy  steps  out  into  the  lush,  green  pseudo-prairie 
the  purplish  clouds  disperse  into  nothingness 
as  he  rests  his  feet  on  the  cracked,  blue  swing 
and  lays  his  head  amongst  the  crickets  and  mosquitoes 
he  opens  his  crisp,  new  book  and  sets  the  sunflower  seeds 
next  to  his  soiled  shirt  and  dusty  flip-flops 
he  hears  birds  and  looks  up  at  the  twilight  sky 
a flock  of  birds  pass  over,  and,  for  a second 
cover  up  the  sky 

a robin  lands  next  to  him  and  feeds  out  of  his  bag 
the  boy  reads  until  nightfall 

-Jeff  Nyman 


pleasure,  passion,  pain 

plunging  deep,  running  low- 
not  knowing  where 
to  hide,  to  go. 
fits  of  rage,  loves  that  kill- 
touch  the  passion,  feel 
the  thrill. 

hurt  my  body,  please  my  mind- 
throbbing  anger, 
so  unkind. 

life  is  slipping,  fading  fast- 
perished  future, 
burning  past. 


•Clint  Thiele 


Deadly  Shadows 


Deadly  Shadows  29 


Lying  on  my  back 
Nowhere 

Peering  into  the  dark  and 
Searching  for  stars. 

There  are  none. 

Only  a black  slate  hung  angrily  above 
Illuminating  nothing. 

I engulf  the  Dark  into  my  heart 
Trying  to  smother  it. 

It  refuses  to  be  defeated. 

The  anger  is  too  much  to  overcome. 
No  longer  able  to  control  the  dark 
I release  the  shadows  to  the  sky. 
Although  I tried  to  protect  the  world 
The  dark  is  hovering  again 
To  annihilate. 

Worn  out  by  the  struggle 
I rise  to  my  feet  and  walk  away 

-Chris  LaFortune 


"Faces  of  Eve"  Christopher  Hield 


30  Voice  In  the  Nisht 


Voice  In  the  Night 

L 

I hear  a faint  tremble, 
a quiver  in  Her  distressed 
lyric.  It  rings  aloud  in 
my  mind,  yet  accompanies 
the  breakdown  of  the  barriers 
of  sixteen  years. 

Joined  by  the  soul, 

I am  taken  back  in 
time;  to  a time  where  I 
was  Her,  with  a whisper 
Her  mighty  cry.  Oh,  how  I wish 
to  see  Her  smile  - 
to  see  His  delight  bum 
insider  Her,  a burst  of 
Holy  Flame.  I beg  her, 
heart  in  womb,  not 
to  let  me  die  - 
not  to  sacrifice  what  could 
be.  Tainted,  thrown,  into 
the  Shadows  - into  the  hands 
of  the  Gatekeeper 
of  Death. 


n. 


I hear  Her  song,  Her  melodious 
mourn  - in  which  I am 
resolved.  Within  Her  eyes  I am 
depraved,  with  every  fallen 
tear  - with  every 
distorted  memory. 

From  Her  mind's  chamber 
door  I call  to  Her  - 
"Why,  0,  Why,  have  you 
made  me  unwhole  - have  I 
been  handed  to  the  Beast?' 

She  answers,  in  Fetal  position  and 
reddened  Eye,  with  the  only 
breath  She  can  gather.  Her  words 
are  unspoken,  shattering  like 
Glass,  and  yet  I still  recall 
the  Long  Island  Iced 
Screams  and  the  Harvey 
Wife-banger.  Wash  your  Glass, 
0 tom  Woman,  and  pour  a 
drink  of  me. 


Clint  Thiele 


31 


"Lost  Giri"  Jennifer  Romans 


32  Uvstairs,  Main  St 


Upstairs,  Main  St. 

Broken  mirror 

(in  front  of  me) 

A thousand  faces 
that  I see 

Reminding  me,  I am  not  alone. 
(I  am  with  myself) 

To  find  this  truth 

(oh,  all  too  real?) 

A thousand  dying 
souls  are  sealed 
Reminding  me,  I am  alone. 

(I  am  with  myself) 

-Michael  Burrell 


"Stanley*  Michael  Burrel 
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